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A Note From the Editors 


Kelvin, 


Serving the Paperclip as co-editor these past two years 
has been the honour and highlight of my high school 
experience. 


I have learned so much, about my leadership skills, 
the traits that make a good journalist (thank you, Mr. 
Gregory), the most useful of technical skills (thank 
you, Mr. Burdeniuk), and so much about what good 
collaboration takes (thank you, Amy and Martina). 


I want to welcome Sarah Fontaine-Sinclair and Ava 
Byrne to the co-editor family. I am confident they will 
do incredible work in the next few years. 


At last, behold, our final issue. The graduation issue. 
Hold onto it, put it in a time capsule and crack it back 
open in 50 years; it’s the end of an era for so many of 
us. This is special. 


To the class of 2021, we made it. It wasn’t how any 
of us pictured it, it wasn’t anything like High School 
Musical, but we did it. In the words of the one and 
only Taylor Swift, “long story short, I survived.” 


Love always, 


Lydia Venema 


Kelvin, for the last time, 


Hey, Kelvin! 


I can't describe how strange it feels to be writing a final 
editor’s note knowing this will be the last time I write 
for the Paperclip, and that we won't have the opportunity 
to hand out a paper copy. 


However, we are all thrilled to have Sarah and Ava 
carrying on the legacy, and are confident they will do 
an amazing job. I can't wait to see what they do. 


Pd like to thank Mr. Gregory for his patience and 
dedication to the Paperclip, Mr. Burdeniuk for making 
it look as amazing as it does, and to all of contributors 
this year, but also throughout all of my years at Kelvin. 
To Lydia and Amy, thank you for welcoming me to the 
editing team this year and helping me along the way! 


It’s been a pleasure to be a part of, 


Martina Barclay 


I will always hold my experience with the Paperclip high in my mind as the three of us move on, and give many 
thanks to everyone that has made this possible: artists, writers, Mr. Gregory, Mr. Burdeniuk, Mr. J. Young and, of 
course, Lydia and Martina. And to Ava and Sarah, who have already proven their aptitude for continuing this 
publication, savour it and have fun. You have no idea how much excitement is coming. I don’t have much more to 
say other than enjoy; I won't say goodbye (if you keep reading, you’ll know why). 


Until someday, 


Amy Kong 
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Introduction to the New Editors 


by Ava Byrne and Sarah Fontaine-Sinclair 


Hello everyone! My name is Ava Byrne. My pronouns 
are she/her. I am a student currently in grade 9, going 
into grade 10. I will be one of the co-editors for the 
Paperclip next year along with Sarah. I have a love for 
writing poetry. So much so that I have an account on 
Instagram for it, @avajadepoetry. I also love to read. 
My favorite author is Agatha Christie. In my free time 
I enjoy doing art, baking, watching (Wes Anderson) 
movies, and going for bike rides. 


Hello! Bonjour! Bozhoo! Tansi! My name is Sarah 
Fontaine-Sinclair, my pronouns are she/her, and I will 
also be one of the editors for the Paperclip next year 
with Ava. I am currently in grade 9 and will be in grade 
10 next year. I love music (of all genres!) and right now 
I really enjoy listening to Ben Platt, The Script, and 
many different musicals. In my free time I also enjoy 
making and appreciating art—one of my favourite 
artists is Frida Kahlo—playing my flute, cozying down 
with green tea and reading a good book. Two of my 
favourite authors are Neal Shusterman and Adam 
Silvera. I really love to write pieces on issues and topics 
pertaining to the world around us. 


Here are a few of our ideas we plan to bring to the table: 


- Creating more of an online presence and improving 
our social media. 


- More language diversity in articles. 
- More student involvement! 


- Utilizing feedback from you to improve the Paperclip. 


We will be creating new ideas and possibilities during 
the summer to bring to you once school is back in 
session. We are both so excited to work with everyone 
and the Paperclip. See you in September! 


Photos from Unsplash 
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World Issues 


Listening to Our Home, the Earth 


by Sarah Fontaine-Sinclair 


In indigenous teachings we are taught to always think of 
the next seven generations in the future with every decision 
we make. We are asked to think about them, live for them, 
and work for them, for they will eventually be responsible 
for carrying our history and teachings. 


When I was in grade 4, I participated in a water walk 
that my family organized to bring awareness to the 
pollution happening in Lake Winnipeg. Collectively, my 
grandmother, aunties, and hundreds of other people 
(including me!) walked 1400 kilometres in honour of the 
lake. We sang songs and told stories about the water and 
the importance of protecting the earth. We visited fishers 
who showed us fish whose scales had grown in the wrong 
direction. We visited elders who lived along the river and 
told us how clean the water used to be and how it was now 
overrun with algae due to pig fertilizer, sewage, and oil. 


On this walk I realized how much ignorance and disinterest 
society shows our environment. There is a lack of vision 
in the government, too. Few seem to care that the water 
in Lake Winnipeg is now so polluted it is almost unlivable 
for any life. We can not allow this to continue. We need to 
educate ourselves about respecting each other, treating the 
earth better, and the impacts of climate change. We can’t 
ignore any of this any longer. 


There was also something remarkable that happened 
during this walk. Gradually, more and more people 
joined in, coming out to walk or support us with money 
or food. These were not just Indigenous faces but faces of 
all different colours and cultures. We heard from voices 
across Manitoba, Canada, and even other countries. 


If we want to save the earth, we need to do it together, 
with everyone supporting one another. We may, however, 
be running out of time. We have under a decade until we 
reach a breaking point where anything we do to try and 
change the route of climate change won’t work. We need 
to take action now. It won’t be easy, but it is a necessary 
battle that we all have to take part in. There are days 
where we will want to give up, but we have to ask ourselves 


in those moments: If not you, who? And if not now, 
when? 


We have to remember that we are doing this work for 
the next generations to come, so that they can live on 
a safe, clean, and healthy planet. 


Now for me, advocating for the earth is my job since 
the water is my identity. It’s been my job to protect the 
water ever since I was named Niimizhinibekwe: “The 
light that dances on the water woman”. 


Light can't dance off the water if oil and garbage is 
clouding it. 


Water is also all of you, too, as all of our bodies are 
made up of it. Protecting the world is not an Indigenous 
or non-Indigenous battle, it is everyone’s battle. 


This Earth Day we have to ask ourselves what we can 
do to commit to the earth. We can all do our part, like 
drinking out of a reusable bottle or attending a climate 
gathering. You could clean up your community, share 
information on social media, or choose to walk. ‘Think 
about how much the earth has benefited from people 
not driving or flying as much this year. 


It will take all of us working, thinking, and living 
responsibly to help the earth and give our future 
generations a future. We can do it. It won’t be easy, by 
any means, but nothing good often is. 

The earth deserves more. 

Our children deserve more. 


Our seven generations deserve more. 


Mino-ashkaakamigokwe-giizhigad! Happy Earth Day! 
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Indian Farmers at the Mercy of Corporates 


by Gurkirat Butter 


“No Farmers No Food” 


This is the slogan you will hear on every corner in India 
today. It came into existence with the enforcement of the 
new Farm Laws in September 2020, which include three 
acts as follows: 


- Farmers Produce Trade and Commerce Act, 2020 - It 
provides for setting up a mechanism allowing the farmers 
to sell their farm produce outside the Agriculture Produce 
Market Committees (APMCs). (Jagran Josh, 2021) 


- Farmers Agreement on Price Assurance and Farm 
Services Act, 2020 - An Act to provide for a national 
framework on farming agreements that protects and 
empowers farmers to engage with agri-business firms, 
processors, wholesalers, exporters or large retailers for 
farm services. (Jagran Josh, 2021) 


- Essential Commodities Act, 2020 -It allows the central 
government to regulate the supply of certain food items 
only under extraordinary circumstances (such as war and 
famine). Stock limits may be imposed on agricultural 
produce only if there is a steep price rise. (Jagran Josh, 2021) 


In simple language, the laws meant that the farmers 
could sell their crops anywhere in the country. It gave 
the corporate companies the right to buy and store the 
crops without any limit. ‘The following imagined scenario 
works as an example to explain the intent behind the 
farm laws: 


I am going to sell my crops. Earlier I used to go to a 
government storage place known as ‘mandi’, where 
the price was fixed but now a private firm has offered 
me double the amount. I am happy to get double the 
amount I usually get, and therefore, went to the private 
firm, thereby, rejecting the mandi. I did that for almost 
three years now, but what I see is that the mandis are 


closed due to the lack of customers in the last three 
years. Eventually, I have to sell my crop to a private 
firm because I have no other choice. I went there and 
asked for the price and they replied, “We can only 
give you one-third of the amount you used to get 
from the government. I argued and they said, “It is 
your wish. You can either sell your crops at this price 
or just go away with it.” Here, I am trapped. 


The inexistence of the mandis will pave the way to 
earn profit for the private sector, and eventually, the 
farmers will have to suffer. 


The signature of the President of India on these laws 
provides legal recognition to the act, which began 
protests from Haryana and Punjab states. Now, you 
might be wondering why only these two states (out of 
29!). It is because both of them collectively produce 
more than half the amount of wheat and rice in 
India, the foods that form the foundation of every 
meal of a common man there. All the regional farmer 
organizations called for meetings and planned protest 
dates. Soon after that, the wave of disagreement with 
the national government spread throughout the whole 
nation. Farmers from all over India were waiting for 
the signal to go to New Delhi, the capital city of India 
to ensure that they are heard by the government. 
Eventually, the call came. In November 2020, farmers 
from 29 states, 718 districts and more than 66,000 
villages marched towards New Delhi from different 
routes. (Quartz India, 2021) This was the time that the 
protest got international recognition. 


Yes, a violation of human rights!! When almost 
30 million people were on their way, the state 
government of Haryana (governed by the ruling 
party of India) blocked their way with barricades, 
wires, dug holes in the road, used water cannons and 
tear gas on the peaceful crowd. (CNN, 2021)Though 
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the crowd had to suffer, not even a single participant 
became violent or aggressive. With the increase in the 
amount of people gathering at the blockade, the police 
became helpless and the people managed to cross seven 
such blockades on their way to New Delhi. 


On 27 November, a crowd consisting of millions of 
farmers, coming from different ways, reached three 
borders of New Delhi. Eventually, the Bharti Kisan 
Union (All India Farmer Organization) decided to 
begin their protests on the borders. Last week, the 
farmers’ protest reached its 600th day and those 
innocent people are still spending their days and 
nights on the streets. (The Indian Express, 2021) The 
news of farmers reaching New Delhi spread like fire 
in not only India but also in the entire world. Many 
international not-for-profit organizations like Khalsa 
Aid, Human Aid Society, Human Rights etc came 
for their service. Fruits, veggies, dishes, tents and fuel 
supplied the borders with all the necessary items for the 
farmers to stay there even for years. Unfortunately, this 
gathering has also resulted in more than 400 fatalities. 
(The Conversation, 2021) Due to one of the harshest 
and coldest winters in India, many people have lost 
their lives. As the winters in India are depicted by huge 
amounts of fog, a majority of the fatalities occurred 
due to road accidents. 


By now, I hope you are wondering, Wasn’t this the 
Covid-19 year, when all this tragedy happened? You’re 
right! The government called for an emergency session 
only to pass these laws, when more than a million people 
were getting infected per day with Covid-19 because 
they thought that with the fear of the pandemic, the 
common man would not come out. The government 
tried hard to impose restrictions on travelling, limited 
gatherings and night curfews, but when the matter was 
related to a farmer’s living, they had to choose between 
immediate death with Covid-19 or a near future death 


with the exploitation of their crops and lands. ‘Thanks to 
the international support for motivating the protestors 
as famous personalities such as Justin Trudeau, Jagmeet 
Singh, Rihanna, Greta Thunberg, Amanda Cerny, 
Priyanka Chopra, Lilly Singh, Diljit Dosanjh and 
many more tweeted in support of the farmers which 
resulted in a high positivity rate among the protestors. 
In addition, people from all over the world organized 
peaceful protests to express their support. This protest 
became an international movement which prompted 
the government to invite the farmers for a meeting 
with them. Currently, the government is rigid on 
not cancelling the farm laws and on the other hand, 
the farmers are planning for large protests and road 
blockades once again. 
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The Meaning of June 


by Lydia Venema 


On June 28th, 1969 a revolution began outside a bar in 
New York City. 


It was dingy, owned by the mafia, and occupied by the 
castaways of society. It was the Stonewall Inn. It was a 
gay haven. It was the location of a fateful police raid. 


Homosexuality and so-called crossdressing were both 
criminal at the time, and police raids on spaces frequented 
by the perpetrators of these “crimes” were frequent. 
The raid on the Stonewall on that summer night was not 
meant to be distinct from its innumerable predecessors. 
The power of rightful insubordination would prove the 
NYPD wrong. 


The patrons of Stonewall resisted their violent arrest with 
whatever means they could. They would not be made 
to feel that their love was wrong, that their existence 
deserved to be punished. They threw punches, words, 
bottles, and bricks at the police. They were defiant. June 
28th 1969 wasn’t the first time queer people stood up 
for themselves like this against their oppressor, but it was 
the was the first time they came out in droves, night after 
night, the first time that the police were forced to hide 
and retreat. It was the first time they won. These riots 
lasted six days and six nights, but their impact is still felt 
today. 


Two figures stand out from among the rest that night, 
both Black women, both “gender deviants” of the times: 
Storme Delarverie and Marsha P. Johnson. Delarverie 
was a butch lesbian and a drag king, said to have thrown 
the first punch, and Johnson was a trans woman and a 
drag queen, said to have launched the first brick. ‘They 
were at the heart of the action, they were the driving 
force of this revolution. 


Stonewall was an uprising, an anti-police brutality 
riot, and it was the beginning of the Gay Liberation 


Movement. It was the birth of Pride (the first ever 
Pride March was held on the first anniversary of the 
uprising). 


When we celebrate Pride, we are not celebrating 
the governments who finally started to treat queer 
people as human beings, we are not celebrating the 
corporations who slap a rainbow on their logo for a 
month but donate to anti-queer and trans lawmakers 
the other 335 of the year; we are celebrating brave, 
bold queer and trans women of colour. We celebrate 
the resilience of this identity: one is born LGBTQ+, 
but not necessarily surrounded by other LGBTQ+ 
people. We celebrate the found family that comes 
of searching for those other LGBTQ+ people, and 
we encourage those who are still searching. We 
acknowledge the profound pain and loneliness that 
can come along with growing up being taught that 
who you are is deplorable and immoral. We celebrate 
the incredible beauty and healing that come from 
love and acceptance. We celebrate all of the people 
who came before us who refused to believe they were 
second, third class citizens, despite the cruel lies they 
were raised to believe. We remember the generation of 
gay and bisexual men who didn’t to grow old because 
their society preferred to see them suffer rather than 
acknowledge who they were. We show our gratitude 
to the queer and trans people who came before us, 
who we owe everything to. We stand in solidarity with 
LGBTQ+ people globally who do not experience the 
rights and freedoms we do here. We plan the next step 
forward, how we will continue this fight until the day 
no one has to live in fear. 


Pride is a funeral, Pride is a protest, Pride is a festival, 
Pride is a lifeline, Pride is love in our hearts. 


I leave you with my favourite quote in the world. It 
comes from a speech by Harvey Milk, a queer Jewish 
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activist and business man, who became the first openly 
gay elected official in American history. The speech 
was delivered from the steps of San Francisco City 
Hall on California Gay Freedom Day, June 25th 1978: 
“The only thing they have to look forward to is hope. 
And you have to give them hope. Hope for a better 
world, hope for a better tomorrow, hope for a better 
place to come to if the pressures at home are too great. 
Hope that all will be all right. Without hope, not only 
gays, but the blacks, the seniors, the handicapped, the 
us’es, the us’es will give up. And if you help elect to the 
central committee and other offices, more gay people, 
that gives a green light to all who feel disenfranchised, a 
green light to move forward. It means hope to a nation 
that has given up, because if a gay person makes it, the 
doors are open to everyone.” 
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One Last Recommendation List Before 


We Carry On! 


by Martina Barclay 


Browse through this shelf to find the perfect reads 
for Pride month, selected from well-known and up- 
and-coming authors alike. From secret love affairs, 
to online blackmail, to a world of magic, you'll find 
it all here - books to celebrate love and expression in 
all its forms. 


One Last Stop by Casey McQuiston 


Just released this month, One Last Stop tells the 
story of August, new to New York, who’s grand plans 
for each day consist of riding the subway, serving 
pancakes, and listening to her psychic roommate’s 
stories of the day. But then she meets Jane, a girl 
in a leather jacket, who quickly develops into the 
highlight of her day, until she finds out Jane’s edgy 
look is no 70’s inspired fashion statement... she 
really is from the 70’s. This book is a step up from 
McQuiston’s debut novel, Red, White and Royal 
Blue, but is every bit as thrilling of a love story. 


Simon vs. the Homo Sapiens Agenda by Becky Albertalli 


Transferred to the big screen in the 2018 film Love, 
Simon, this novel follows the trials of Simon Spier, a 
sixteen year old boy who wanders in and out of his 
comfort zone through email correspondence with 
Blue, the pen name of a boy who Simon thinks he 
may actually have a shot at happiness with. That is, 
if he can successfully overcome his emails falling into 
the wrong hands, being blackmailed by a classmate 
and dealing with ever changing dynamics with his 
friend group. This book won the William C. Morris 
award in 2016, an annual award given to a work of 
young adult literature by a first time author writing 
for teens. 


Carry On by Rainbow Rowell 


For the fantasy lovers reading this, you're going to 
want to add Carry On to your list. Filled with magic, 
monsters and an unlikely romance, Carry On was 
described as ‘a triumph’ by New York Times Best 
Selling author Lev Grossman. Grossman’s review 
isn’t far off, as readers follow the journey of Baz, 
an undercover vampire and his roommate Simon, 
a bit of a lost soul with a pesky, magic-eating 
doppelganger lurking about. Don’t let the word 
count scare you, the 520 pages are well worth the 
read and the storyline moves at a fast pace, making 
it a perfect read for the summer holidays. 


Red, White and Royal Blue by Casey McQuiston 


In her debut novel McQuiston delves into the 
secret (then not-so-secret) love affair between Alex 
Claremont-Diaz, son of the President of the United 
States, and Henry, Prince of Wales. Every bit as 
scandalous as you might think, Red, White and 
Royal Blue has a lightness to it that makes it a quick 
read; however, it also touches on how politics, the 
media, and familial pressures can act as barriers to 
true self-expression. 


Moon at Nine by Deborah Ellis 


With a certain intensity not seen in the previous 
books, this 2016 MYRCA depicts love born in 
a place where homosexuality is seen as a crime 
punishable by death. In Iran, it is against the law 
for Farrin and Sadira to be together, however their 
friendship blossoms into something more, and the 
two young girls find themselves awaiting execution 
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in prison. Though heavier in content, this short read 
should be added to everyone’s list for a global view 
of LGBTQ2A+ issues worldwide. 


I Wish You All the Best by Mason Deaver 


Author Mason Deaver, nonbinary like the main 
character, explained in a foreword that ‘they are 
telling the story they needed when they were 15’. The 
story follows Ben, a nonbinary senior in highschool 
who is kicked out of highschool by their parents 
after coming out, and who’s only choice is to move 
in with their estranged older sister. Its compelling 
expiration of queer and nonbinary gender issues 
makes I Wish You All the Best a book that members 
of the LGBTQ+ community, and really everyone, 
can relate to. 
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Gaea 
by Ava Byrne 


She gifted us the sun to keep us warm 

She gifted us snow to keep us cool 

She gave us trees so we could breath. 

From her soil grows food to nourish our bodies 
From her body she gives, 

Continuously and boundlessly. 

Her lungs are the trees 

Her veins are green 

In her eyes are the stars. 

She will care for you 

She will love you endlessly 

So do the same for her. 

She gives home to everyone and everything. 
She will give you everything you need. 

So love her 


Protect her 


Never stop fighting for her 
She will give you an abundance of everything 


Everything that makes you whole. 


To the Class of 2021 


by Amy Kong 


Terrifying. 


Truly, absolutely, conclusively, wholeheartedly 
terrifying is how I would describe the last 3 years I 
have spent at Kelvin. 


Allow me to set the scene. It’s September 5, 2018. Pm 
shaking in my converse as I approach the Kingsway 
stairs. A sea of cherry gorilla-like creatures made it 
nearly impossible to even get to the office. I quickly 
learned that that was the football team. I head 
downstairs to my homeroom, joined by some strange 
kid wearing a Hawaiian shirt, briefcase in hand, 3 
girls laughing so hard that one might describe them 
as hyenas, and a zoo of others running through 
the halls from all directions. I spotted at least 30 
Tim’s iced coffees. My homeroom teacher, grand 
and endearing, sends me off to my first class with a 
reminder not to do drugs. I think to myself, “where 
am I?” 


I enter French, and spot 2 guys sitting on a desk 
yelling and throwing stuff at each other and I decided 
“those must be the troublemakers. Best to stay 
away.” The teacher asks the class a list of questions 
in French, and I hesitate to respond, unsure if I 
heard him correctly. Good thing, because that was 
the last I saw of the two boys hoisted out of my class 
into Mme Cox’s. I think to myself, “what did you get 
yourself into?” 


I enter English class, and not 5 minutes in does 
she assign us a passage to analyze. Following the 
words “two things at the same time,” I proceed to 
sit through about 10 minutes of vigorous clapping 
which would soon become an everyday occurrence. 
I think to myself, “did I make a mistake?” 


My name is Amy Kong, and I am happy to tell you that 
I indeed did not make a mistake. I write to all of you; 
Hawaiian shirt and briefcase kid, the troublemakers, 
the hyenas, and everyone else that The Paperclip 
has the privilege to reach, knowing that what I am 
looking at was 4 years in the making. It is 2021; you 
would’ve thought we’d all have it figured out by 
now. We entered High School with expectations and 
aspirations, dreams of these perfect friend groups 
and extravagant parties and 4 years filled with school 
events and learning who we are, but with COVID, 
we quickly saw a series of disappointments, just like 
Ms. Davidson when marking physics tests during the 
first month of the semester. 


The truth hurts, Lara Jean — and I didn’t even get a 
Peter Kavinsky in the end. 


It’s easy to lose ourselves in what we've lost; 1 and a 
half years of high school, the opportunity to compete 
in our final hockey or ultimate games, perform in our 
last musicals or band concerts, getting a pizza bagel 
during Chem to numb the pain of acids and bases 
(sorry Ms. Labun), and, of course, sleep to anxiety 
over the future or night terrors of all the different 
dialects Mr. C Young likes to pronounce the French 
language. If I never see a rowing paddle again, it will 
be too soon. 


But the world we lived in during our years at Kelvin, 
pandemic and all, were just like a Netflix original: 
you're intrigued by the trailer, so you start to watch, 
and the storyline starts off pretty good. Then the 
show comes to an abrupt end in the 3rd season, 
but rather than being passed off for Riverdale, the 
Kelvin equivalent would be that time we went to 
school without doors in the Winter of Grade 11. 


To Kelvin, So Long 


We've flipped pancakes for Holiday Breakfast and 
flipped the tradition of seniors winning Spirit Week; 
seriously, we couldn’t have rigged the system harder? 


We’ve overcome barriers like adapting to online 
learning, pretending to know French during oral 
exams, trying to justify writing a 4000-word paper for 
no marks at all, and those obstacles in the halls during 
track practice — I think they’re called band kids? 


We've tried new things and found our places — in 
STEM, the arts, athletics, taking mirror selfies in the 
upstairs bathroom or the free therapy clinic known 
as Ms. Temesvari’s room. Thanks, Ms. T, for making 
room for our mental breakdowns in all 3 of your day 
planners. 


I didn’t grow up with all of you, many of whom have 
been harbouring friendships since the days at Robert 
H or Grosvenor. I wasn’t even here in Grade 9. But I 
never spent a minute in these halls after my first day 
scared, because the scary Harry Styles fan and the 
one whose mom was my Grade 6 teacher became 
my co-editors, the girls that gave me side-eye in Bio 
are my best friends, the 60 strangers I met on Day | 
were the same ones counting down the final seconds 
of high school with me in May, and that old guy 
in the gym and the other coaches became the only 
reason why anyone would ever come to school at 7 
am to run in circles. Shynks and Campbell, this one 
is for you; I guess IB didn’t win after all. I had the 
privilege to learn what it is to be a Kelvin kid these last 
4 years because of my graduating class, who taught 
me what a community looks like, integrated me into 
their culture with their oat milk and long walks and 
60's rock and cross-country potlucks and haggling 
everyone to join the track or ultimate teams, making 
me the latest blooming hipster you’ve ever met, and 


for giving me stories and experiences to retell with 
all of you. It was all so terrifyingly amazing. 


To all of the teachers, guidance counsellors, aides 
and administrators that have braved the pandemic as 
essential workers and even braved learning Google 
Classroom this year, you have kept us standing in the 
midst of the world falling apart. To the two crazy 
parents that let their kid transfer into a school 25 
minutes away, 5 days before school started, I can’t 
reimburse you for gas because PII be broke next year 
so I hope a thank you works too. And to the legend 
herself, the teacher crazy enough to let some random 
kid take the IB test 6 months late, Ms. Decelles, you 
continue to inspire all of us with your work ethic 
and generosity. You are proof that superheroes exist, 
because I had no idea people could like math. 


A wise Ms. Pelland once told me that “People are 
like seasons. Some stick around for years and years 
and others leave when the seasons pass.” We are 
not only leave each other by graduating today, but 
also leave parts of ourselves from these last 4 years 
behind within Kelvin’s walls. There will be fragments 
of each of us in every room, every locker, and every 
hallway as we move forwards. Don’t be afraid to 
leave these parts of ourselves behind; it is simply 
life’s way of making room for what is to come. In 
the words of Taylor Swift, “Who you are is not who 
you've been; it was the end of a decade but the start 
of an age. We will be remembered 


The Power of Relatibility 


by Naomi Epp 


The daunting task of figuring out your place in the 
world comes creeping towards you around the same time 
as all the other unpleasantries of being a teenage girl. 
There are challenges and triumphs, but no matter what 
it feels as though the world is always crashing in on you. 
Whatever the case is, there’s a simple conclusion: “No one 
understands me”. These thoughts, to my knowledge, are 
the universal language of the average teenager. However, 
every so often, there are moments where you don’t feel 
so alone. Moments that make you feel like you belong 
and are understood. For me, one of these moments came 
along with a late-night viewing of Greta Gerwig’s debut 
film, Lady Bird. 


Collectively, my mom and I decided we desperately needed 
a girls’ night out. Tensions run high in my home and me 
and my mother’s clashing personalities are the culprits. 
Joining us would be my aunt Jocelyn and older cousin 
Sophie. The four of us rode in our minivan to the local 
theatre to allow ourselves to forget about all of our stresses 
and have some fun for a couple of hours. At the time, I had 
just begun high school and was clueless as to who I was or 
wanted to be. I took part in almost everything, not because 
I enjoyed it, but because others expected it of me. In my 
eyes, the worst thing possible was disappointing the people 
I looked up to. When I was alone in my room anticipating 
the day to come, I would think up good enough excuses 
or justification just in case I were to fail the task ahead. 
The driving force behind me was the fear of failure. This, 
along with my parents’ divorce, money issues, and the fact 
that middle school had ripped my self-image into little bits 
and pieces, was enough to believe no one could fathom the 
emotions I felt. 


Sitting in the theatre and watching Lori Metcalf and 
Saoirse Ronan play mother and daughter was like 
looking in a mirror. To me and my mom, scenes seemed 
laughable because of how close to home they were. I 
felt elated. This was the feeling of being understood in 


its purest form and it was what I had been craving. 
Gerwig’s characters, which were inspired by her own 
experiences growing up in the Sacramento suburbs, 
empathized with me in ways Pve never known. They 
described feelings of shame, pride and hope. They 
told me about their fears and their pain and I silently 
compared those feelings to my own. It taught me that 
the quarreling between my mom and me, at the end 
of the day, came from a place of a love truer than life. 
The reassurance this film gave me told me everything 
I needed to hear. After the credits rolled and I sat in 
my seat for a little longer than usual, we filed out of 
the theatre to return to the bustling world. My mom, 
aunt and cousin sat on chairs near the exit for at least 
an hour, just talking. They expressed how they too 
had related to the movie like no other. Together we 
enjoyed the film because it took us by the shoulders 
and screamed “you’re not so strange after all” and 
what’s more is the women I looked up to felt the 
impact of the message as much as I did. 


The perspective of women curated for women is 
almost always kept a secret. We are underrepresented 
and rarely promoted. It isn’t hard to feel isolated in 
a world that never amplifies the voices of people 
like you. Lady Bird taught me a few things; The 
complexity of the mother-daughter relationship, the 
importance of the female perspective, and the fact 
that I am not alone in this big, cruel world. Finally, 
it taught me that the loneliness so many of us feel 
proves that we as people crave empathy. We need to 
relate to someone so that we know everything will 
turn out fine in the end. We need to know we know 
we will be o.k. That night, the message that spoke to 
me through a big screen was loud and clear: we are 
all in some way or another living a shockingly similar 
existence, even at the most basic level. I continue to 
move forward with these small epiphanies in my back 
pocket. What I have learned from these past four 


To Kelvin, So Long 


years with the experiences I have gained is that no 
matter what I pursue or how many times I fail, I will 
not be alone. 


To the class of 2021, although this year surpasses 
“unprecedented”, I am thrilled to succeed alongside 
you all, together. 


The Art of Goodbye 


by Amy Kong 


You don’t just walk away when you say goodbye. 
In fact, I don’t think we really say it at all. 


I have stared at my blinking cursor and deleted sentence 
after sentence of my attempts at saying something truly 
profound about what it means for something to end. 
About what it means for us to leave whatever it is we 
are leaving; this grade for the next, this school for an- 
other, or this city for elsewhere. All I wanted was to 
be able to put into words something that proves it is 
good to leave things behind and move forwards, and 
that even with the way these last 2 years have turned 
out, we were able to get everything we needed from the 
time we had. 


So, as I write what I actually think, I understand more 
and more why I couldn’t make it past the first 3 sen- 
tences of what will be the last thing I write for The Pa- 
perclip: the fact that the entire idea of goodbye makes 
no sense. No wonder I couldn’t say anything grand 
about it; Pm not even sure if I believe in it. 


I think of all of the things I know (a very limited selec- 
tion), to believe that saying goodbye is something defi- 
nite and final and conclusive is simply just living in fear 
of losing a part of yourself. To say goodbye to a place, a 
person, a time, a feeling, means something is changing. 
Chanee can feel like a point of no return, and that you 
lose a part of yourself because of it. But a goodbye is 
not a closed door, a lock without a key or a slip down a 
waterfall, no matter how stone-cold it may feel. There 
is this strange way that things follow us, surround the 
places we touch, reappear in different ways as we grow 
up. They change shape to fit the people we become. 
They become us. Goodbye is not to leave behind or 
breakaway; it is to adjust to the unfamiliar until it ac- 
quaints itself with the known. The idea of moving on 
is not meant to force us to cut ties with who we used 
to be in order to allow ourselves to become something 


else, but rather to hold onto what we know and carry 
it with us as we change. There’s no real way to move 
on until we let go of trying to feel the past instead of 
ignoring the present, or pretending like the past never 
happened and that you’re living a clean slate. Listen to 
people that tell you you can’t run from your problems! 


Don’t say goodbye if it’s not really what you mean. If it 
is anything less than a part of your past that you under- 
stand and are ready to move on from, but you can also 
acknowledge and face, it is not worth a goodbye. ‘There 
is literal goodness in the word itself; what good would 
it do if it permits the avoidance of something that is a 
part of you? There is no running from something that 
exists in this world because the meaning of a connec- 
tion is to manifest in multiple ways, so even if you were 
to run, it will still exist somewhere connected to you. 


So say your goodbyes when you know your heart is 
full and you are strong enough to let go without letting 
yourself go. Say goodbye when there is something you 
love so deeply that it fits flush with your past but leaves 
gaps in your present. Say goodbye when something can 
surround you and constantly remind you yet still not be 
a part of you. Say goodbye when you can look some- 
thing in the eye and remember all of the heart and 
time and moments and life you lived with it, and walk 
away. 


So, Kelvin, 


Goodbye. 


To Kelvin, So Long 


9 + 10 Songs for the Class of 2021 


by Lydia Venema 


I Was Here - Beyoncé 

Seasons of Love - The Cast of Rent 
Breakaway - Glee Cast (Kelly Clarkson cover) 
Long Live - Taylor Swift 

Wherever You Go - Hannah Montana 

We Are Young - Fun. 

Glory Days - Bruce Springsteen 

Good Old Days - Macklemore & Kesha 
Tongue Tied - Grouplove 


High School Musical - The Cast of High School 
Musical 


Home - Edward Sharpe & the Magnetic Zeros 
Roots Before Branches - Room for ‘Two 

Like a River Runs - Bleachers 

School’s Out - Alice Cooper 

Good Riddance (Time of Your Life) - Green Day 
Suburbia - Troye Sivan 

Pursuit of Happiness - Kid Cudi 

Young Like This - Hugo Helmig 

Don’t You (Forget About Me) - Simple Minds 
Grow Young - Brynn Cartelli 


I Lived - One Republic 
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